LETTERS OF R. L. STEVENSON

1888 lish gentleman, holding himself well in hand, alert as a
mr* s8 fox and keen as a greyhound: several men spoke from
the farther end of the hall, making objections of some sort,
we could see. Rui listened with a half satirical, half
kindly smile in his eyes, and then dropped a quiet answer
without rising from his seat, which had the effect of rais-
ing a shout of laughter, and quite demolishing his oppo-
nent. Voters came up to the table and dropped their bits
of paper into a slit in a box: some led children by the
hand, and some carried babies in their arms; across the
centre of the great room children and dogs ran chasing
each other and playing. I noticed two little maids who
walked up and down for a long time with their arms inter-
twined about each other's waists. Near where we sat
(we were on the dais, above the common herd), a pretty
young lady having tied up her dog's mouth with a tuft of
grass, industriously caught and cracked fleas from its back.
Both Lloyd and I grew very sleepy, and as we did not
like to leave till the election was decided, we just threw
ourselves down and took a nap at the feet of the council-
lors : nor did we wake till the chief called out to us in
English "it is finished." I never thought I should be
able to calmly sleep at a public meeting on a platform in
the face of several hundred people: but it is wonderful
how quickly one takes up the ways of a people when you
live with them as intimately as we do.

I hear dinner coming on the table, so with much love
from us all to you and other dear ones, including our dear
friend Henry James, believe me, affectionately yours,
FANNY V. DE G. STEVENSON.]
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